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mediaeval abracadabra! He would plant factory upon factory in
it, dynamo upon dynamo! He would have mines beneath it. rail-
ways across it, airlines above it!
If Barter had not been a novice at flying and consequently
afraid to remove his attention for a moment from hi* task, he
might have divined his passenger's mental state and hunu*uipd
him by staying up longer. But Philip was in no mood openly to
confess such feelings. He had told his subordinate laconically
enough to take him to Wookey Hole; and to Wookey Hole Barter
must take him! There was a good field for landing on the Men-
dips side of the Hole, away from the direction of Veils; but
he decided to make a small detour first. Philip recognised the
general lie of the land tonight and its natural landmarks more
quickly than most passengers would have done in one of their
first ascents. So might some hawk-eye among his Norman ances-
tors have surveyed the landscape from the high keep of some
newly built castle and known it hill by hill, stream by stream,
valley by valley, forest by forest, for what it was.
As he looked down upon the earth, that clear March evening,
and watched the chess-board fields pass in procession beneath
him, and watched the trees fall into strange patterns and watched
the villages, some red, some brown, some grey, according as brick
or stone or slate predominated, approach or recede, as the plane
sank or rose, Philip's spirit felt as if it had wings of its own
that were carrying it over this conquered land independent of
Barter's piloting. They passed over Havyatt, where the monks on
one occasion persuaded the Danes to draw back and refrain from
plundering the Abbey; they passed over West Pennard, and over
Pylle and Evercreech; they passed over Batcombe and over Wan-
straw and over Postlebury Wood; and it was not till they reached
Marston Bigot where they could see to the eastward the livid-
grey waters of the Somersetshire Frome that Barter swung the
plane round and headed west again. Due west, they flew now, over
the stone roofs of Shepton Mallet, straight to the city of Wells.
When they were above Wells and they could look down on the
Cathedral directly beneath them, they turned northwest; and soon,
without trouble or mishap, they descended in the precise place
they had aimed for, between Wookey Hole and Ebbor Rocks*